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THE MAKING OF A PLAY 1 



MARTHA FLEMING 



The history in the sixth grade was early Greek — the myth- 
making period. Many old Greek and Latin stories and some 
tree-myths were read, among the latter the modern story "Old 
Pipes and the Dryad," by Frank R. Stockton. As soon as the 
children had read this story they proposed to play it. Last year 
some of them had written and acted a play founded on Irving's 
Rip Van Winkle, and no doubt Old Pipes and his mother and 
the echo-dwarfs suggested Rip, Gretchen, and the dwarfs of the 
Catskills. 

With the play in mind we reread the story carefully to see 
whether it was the right kind of material for a play. Each child 
took a copy of the story, which he carried home and studied for 
himself. The children decided that they could make a play out 
of it. Next we retold the story in as few words as possible, 
rejecting everything not suitable for our purpose, and holding 
the whole together by the natural order of incidents. The 
divisions of the story we wrote on the board and considered as 
a unit. 

Preliminary notes. — Old Pipes, helped up the hill by the children, dis- 
covers that his pipes are no longer heard by the cattle. He resolves to 
return the wages just paid to ihm. Release of the dryad. Old Pipes made 
twenty years younger. The cave of the echo-dwarfs. The angry echo- 
dwarf vows vengeance. He steals the pipes and attempts to shut the dryad 
up again in her tree. The dryad shuts the echo-dwarf in the tree, restores 
the pipes to Old Pipes, and roams the forest for the remainder of the summer. 
The mother of Old Pipes is made twenty years younger. The discovery of 
the dryad's tree by the children. The dryad kisses Old Pipes and his 
mother again, lets the dwarf out, and goes back to the warmth and comfort 
of her tree. 

Then we discussed the presentation of these different parts. 
We were without stage, curtains, scenery, or properties of any 

1 This play has been reprinted from the issue of May, 1902, in response to the 
many calls that have been made for it. — Editor. 
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kind, and even without a platform. Everything had to be planned 
and made by the children. We were obliged to go over the 
details very carefully, and we rejected many things as impossible 
under the circumstances. The children drew on the blackboard 
the scenes as they would like to have them, and sketched the 
characters in costume, each giving his opinion freely and illus- 
trating his ideas with the chalk. They made drawings of the 
mountains, the rocky path, and the dryad tree. Many of the 
elaborate plans for the scenery we were unable to carry out. 

As we worked out the scenery and action, the dialogue devel- 
oped. Each child contributed. One proposed a speech, the 
others considered and criticized. The final result in each case 
was written on the blackboard. In the Francis W. Parker 
School the whole text was written in this way. In the School 
of Education, after the first two scenes were written, each child 
completed the work for himself. Then we compared results and 
selected from the whole what we considered best. Some of the 
most dramatic actions and speeches came out at the very last 
rehearsal. 

The whole now took shape on the stage. After the first full 
rehearsal the children felt that something was wrong, and they 
were discouraged. The next morning, before school, while they 
were talking it over, one remarked: "There is too much talk 
and too little acting in this for a play. It drags out too long." 
They then decided that they would act, and talk only when 
speech was absolutely necessary. The dialogue was cut wherever 
it was possible to substitute action that would tell the story. 

Still there was great disappointment in the result. The chil- 
dren began to feel that they had made a mistake, and some of 
them were quite ready to give up the play. One said : "There is 
not trouble enough in this story for a play. Things just go on. 
Enough does not happen." "Well," said another, "let us make 
more trouble. We don't need to have it just as it is in the story." 
They had made the discovery that the struggle between the good 
and the evil forces was not great enough, that the story itself 
was not sufficiently dramatic. This led to many interesting dis- 
cussions and warm debates. A variety of plans was suggested, 
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but finally it was agreed that the echo-dwarf was the mischief- 
maker, that the struggle was between him and the dryad, and 
that he might be allowed to plan a greater revenge and to carry 
his plans farther than in the story without interfering with the 
final outcome. He must steal the pipes, try to destroy them, 
then hide them, and proceed in his attempt to get the dryad back 
into her tree again; the dryad must discover the plot just in time, 
and, after shutting the dwarf up in the tree, find the pipes and 
put all things right again. The children of the Francis W. 
Parker School allowed the dwarf to keep the pipes hidden over 
one night, thus causing Old Pipes and the villagers sore trouble. 
Except for the difference at this point, the two versions follow 
nearly the same lines. The dialogue varies, the language in many 
cases being entirely different, although dealing with the same 
situations. 

One of our greatest difficulties was to end our play. The 
ending of the story the children would not consider at all. That 
no one should ever know what became of the dryad outraged all 
their sense of right. At first they proposed to end by leaving the 
dryad free. Later they decided this would not be an end at all. 
They objected to shutting her up again, but at last decided that, 
since the tree was her home, and she wanted to go back into it, 
and could shut herself in and could come out again in the sum- 
mer, the real end was to let her do it. As she goes to her tree 
she kisses Old Pipes and his mother, who are enjoying their 
evening meal outside the cottage, leaving them each thirty years 
younger than they were at the beginning of the play. 

We never talked about any other meaning to this story than 
what lay on the surface. The children talked of the characters 
as real persons and of the incidents as real happenings. How- 
ever, as we neared the time for presenting our work at a morning 
exercise, and they realized more and more the joy of the dryad in 
her own happiness and her delight in giving happiness to others, 
they called her the spirit of spring, of youth, of life, and of joy. 
The rocky path and the cave of the echo-dwarfs we made of 
boxes, baskets, and benches covered with dark-gray cambric. The 
dryad tree was made in the manual-training room. It was a flat- 
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surface frame, with the door opening outward. The frame was 
covered with heavy paper and calcimined to resemble the bark of 
an oak tree. Holes were bored in the wood and real twigs thrust 
in. The cottage of Old Pipes was a framework covered with 
cloth and calcimined a dull yellow. The latticed window, painted 
red, opened like a shutter. 

The costumes were all simple, designed by the children, and 
constructed for the most part out of materials and costumes on 
hand. Old Pipes wore a hunter's dress ; the dryad, a soft Greek 
robe; the dwarfs, gray suits in one piece, with pointed cap and 
shoes; the mother of Old Pipes, the dress of an old German 
woman; and the children, the dress of German peasant children, 
for somehow they had the impression that this was a German 
story. 

Dramatis personae: Old Pipes; Echo-Dwarf and other dwarfs; dryad; 
mother; children — boys and girls. 

SCENE I. 

{A rocky path. A large oak tree at left. Cottage to right. Rustic seat 
and small table outside.) 

Enter Old Pipes with children, two boys and a girl. Boys holding Old 
Pipes' arms, and helping him along. Girl pushing him from behind. He 
sinks exhausted on the seat. The children sit on the ground about him; 
each pulls a piece of bread from his pocket and eats. 

Old Pipes. I am very tired tonight. I don't know that I could have 
climbed up this steep path to my home if you had not helped me. {Gives 
each of the children a copper coin.) I am sorry I tired you so much. 

Boy. Oh, that would not have tired us, if we had not been so high up on 
the mountains for the cattle today. 

Old Pipes {in great surprise). Had to go high up on the mountains for 
the cattle? What do you mean? {Girl goes behind Pipes, puts her hand 
on her mouth, and makes all sorts of signs to the boy to stop. He does not 
notice her.) 

Boy. Why, you see, sir, that, as the cattle can't hear your pipes now, 
the chief villager has hired us to drive them down from the mountain every 
night. 

Old Pipes {in great distress). How long have you done this? {Girl 
tries to stop the boy as before.) 

Boy. Almost a year now. I think ever since the people felt that the 
cattle could not hear your pipes, and we have not heard the echoes for a long 
time. But we are rested now, and must go home. Good night, sir. {The 
children go, the girl scolding the boys all the way out.) 
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Girl. It was a secret. The old man did not know that the cattle can't 
hear him, and you have made him so unhappy. 

Old Pipes {after sitting awhile silent and in deep trouble). Mother! 
mother! (Goes to the latticed window, where she sits spinning, and shouts 
again.) Mother! mother! (Old woman comes hobbling out; she is very deaf, 
and Pipes speaks very loud as both move toward the seat.) 

Old Pipes. Mother, did you hear what those children said? 

Mother (speaking in Pipe's ear). Children! I did not know that there 
were children here. 

Old Pipes. Why, they say that the cattle can't hear my pipes any more, 
and that the villagers are paying me for nothing. 

Mother (shouting). They can't hear you! Why, whats the matter with 
the cattle? 

Old Pipes. Nothing's the matter with the cattle. It is with me and my 
pipes. But one thing is certain; if I do not earn the wages, I shall not take 
them. (Takes money from a bag that hangs at his side and counts it out.) 

Mother (very angry). You piped the best you could, and what are we 
to do without the money? 

Old Pipes. I don't know, but I shall go straight down to the village and 
give back the money they paid me today. (Starts off. Mother goes into the 
house, grumbling.) 

Mother. Foolish! foolish! What are we to do without the money? 

Old Pipes (dropping wearily under a tree). I cannot go tonight, I am too 
tired; but tomorrow — (Leans heavily against the tree; a tapping is heard; 
listens; it is heard again; listens; a voice is heard.) 

Voice. Let me out, let me out. 

Old Pipes (springing to his feet). This must be a dryad tree, and she 
wants to get out. I'll let her out if I caa It is summer time, and the moon 
rises tonight before the sun goes down; I must find the key, and if I do I 
shall surely turn it. (He comes all around the tree trying to turn every little 
bit of bark that he finds sticking out; one turns quite around.) Here it is! 
(A large part of the side of the tree is pushed open, and a beautiful dryad 
steps quickly out. She stands motionless, looking out over the mountains and 
all before her.) 

Dryad. Lovely! lovely! How good of you to let me out! I am so 
happy, so thankful ! (Kisses him on both cheeks.) Oh, it's glorious ! glorious ! 
I am so happy! What can I do for you, my kind friend? 

Old Pipes (who has been gradually straightening up since receiving the 
dryad's kiss, is standing with eyes and mouth wide open, hardly able to speak 
for surprise). Well! well! I am glad that I let you out, but I must tell you 
that I turned the key because I wanted to see a dryad. I knew that your people 
lived in the trees, and that you were happy to come out in the summer time, 
and now I am glad that I let you out, because you are so happy; but if you 
want to do something for me, you can take this money down to the chief vil- 
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lager for me. It is the money paid me for calling the cattle home from the 
mountains. It is more than a year now since I have been able to make them 
hear my pipe, and I can't receive pay for what I cannot do. 

Dryad (taking the money). To the village! I will go any place for you. 
Often, in my tree, I have heard the sweet notes of your pipes. (Moves away, 
looking at the beautiful things about her.) 

Old Pipes (following her to the entrance, watching her as far as he can 
see). Now I have seen a dryad! (Begins to move toward the house, and 
notices how light and free he feels. Throws his arms about, and goes quickly 
to the house.) Why! I feel quite rested. I can walk quite easily. My! I 
feel so strong, and I am very hungry. I shall go home and eat my supper, 
and tomorrow go to the forest and cut some fuel for mother. (Exit.) 

SCENE II. 

(Same as scene I. Time the next evening.) 

Enter Old Pipes, carrying a large armful of wood. He crosses the stage, 
and begins to pile it up against the side of the cottage. 

Old Pipes. There, mother, I have done a fine day's work. If I keep on 
this way, we shall have plenty of fuel for next winter. Now it is time to call 
the cattle home. I must get my pipes. (Goes into the cottage, and comes 
out, followed by his mother.) 

Mother. What are you going to do now? If you will not tr.ke the 
money, why will you pipe? 

Old Pipes. I am going to play for my own pleasure. (Plays a strong, 
full note. A faint echo is heard.) Ha! ha! What has happened to my 
pipes? (Plays again.) They must have been stopped up of late, but they 
are as clear and good as ever! (Plays again. Echo is heard as before. 
Pipes looks up toward the mountains.) See, mother! see! the cattle are 
coming down as they used to do. (Rising as the truth flashes upon him.) O, I 
see it all now, mother ! I had forgotten that a kiss from a dryad makes one 
ten years younger. She kissed me twice. I am really younger. Look! 
mother, look! (Begins a joyous dance across the stage to show his mother 
how young he is.) Come, come, mother, come! She must kiss you too! 
(Tries to pull her with him.) Well, then, I'll find her and bring her to you. 
(Dances off the stage in search of the dryad.) 

Mother (looking after him in astonishment). He's bewitched! O Pipes! 
Pipes! when will you be old enough to have ordinary common-sense? (Turns 
toward the cottage.) He's bewitched! 

SCENE III. 
(Cave of the echo-dwarfs. Rocks lying all about.) 
Dwarfs of all sizes running about, playing. One echoes back the sound 
of laughter that comes from the distance; another, the sound of a black- 
smith's hammer; another, the call of a voice. One big, fat, lazy-looking 
dwarf is lying on a rock, sound asleep. The notes of Old Pipes' pipes sound 
in the distance. They all stop to listen and, when it is repeated, run to wake 
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the big dwarf. He rolls to his feet, and begins to echo back the notes of 
the pipes. He is very angry at being disturbed, and, as soon as the piping 
stops, moves about shaking his head and fists and grinding his teeth. 

Echo-Dwarf. I thought those pipes had stopped forever. I have been 
deceived. I'll go and find out how long this is to last. I will find the piper 
himself. (Starts to run off. Meets the dryad.) Ho ! ho ! what are you doing 
here? How did you get out of your tree? 

Dryad. Doing! I am being happy that's what I'm doing. I was let out 
by the good old man who plays the pipes to call the cattle home, and I've 
kissed him and made him young enough to play as well as ever. 

Echo-Dwarf (pale with anger, moves toward her in threatening way). 
And you are the cause of this great evil that has come upon me? You are 
the wicked creature who has again started this old man upon his career of 
pipe-playing? What have I ever done to you that you should condemn me 
for years and years to echo back the notes of those wretched pipes? 

Dryad (laughing merrily). What a funny little fellow you are! Anyone 
would think that you had been condemned to toil from morning till night. 
Fie upon you, Echo-Dwarf ! You are lazy and selfish ; and that is what is the 
matter with you. Instead of grumbling, you should rejoice at the good for- 
tune of the old man who has regained so much of his strength and vigor. 
Go home, do your work, and learn to be generous, and then you may be 
happy. Good-by! (Moves off in the direction of the forest.) 

Echo-Dwarf (growing more angry and more savage, dances about, 
shakes his fist, and shouts at the dryad). Insolent creature! I'll make you 
suffer for this! You shall find out what it is to heap injury and insult upon 
one like me. I have earned my rest by long years of toil. (Follows her, then 
turns back.) I'll find the piper, steal his pipes, and hide them ! 

SCENE IV. (SAME AS SCENE I.) 

Enter Echo-Dwarf from behind the cottage. He looks all about. Old 
Pipes comes out, looking about; dwarf grinds his teeth, and motions that he 
would like to kill Old Pipes, but runs after him and stops him. 

Echo-Dwarf. What are you looking for, old man? 

Old Pipes. I am looking for a dryad whom I let out of her tree. She 
kissed me twice, and made me young enough to call the cattle home again, 
and I want her now on account of my old mother. I want to ask her to make 
my mother younger, as she did me. When I was old myself I did not notice 
how feeble mother was. Now it shocks and grieves me. 

Echo-Dwarf (his eyes glistening). That's a noble idea ! But you know a 
dryad can make no person younger but the one who lets her out of. her tree. 
But, then, that is easy. You must find the dryad, tell her what you want, and 
ask her to step inside her tree ; you shut her in and run for your mother. She 
will open it, let the dryad out, and you will have your wish. 

Old Pipes. Good! good! I will go at once, but I must first get my pipes, 
lest I should be late in returning. 
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Echo-Dwarf (rubbing his hands in glee). She is quite foolish enough to 
do it. Then, when he goes for his mother, I'll take a stone and break off the 
key, so nobody can ever turn it again. She shall see ! she shall see ! (Enter 
Old Pipes.) Take me with you; you can carry me on your shoulder; and 
I'll help you. (Old Pipes picks him up. The dwarf snatches the pipes, and 
begins to bend and bite at them. They move on. Soon the dwarf catches 
sight of the dryad in the distance. Before she enters, Old Pipes discovers 
his loss, and is hunting for the dwarf when the dryad enters.) Oh, there she 
is! Put me down. Don't tell her I suggested the plan. (Old Pipes puts him 
down; he runs off with the pipes and hides, but watches and listens. Enter 
dryad.) 

Old Pipes. I have been looking everywhere for you. Mother looks so 
old and feeble. Will you go into your tree for a few minutes? and 111 run 
and bring her to open it. Then kiss her as you did me just after you 
came out. 

Dryad (looking sadly at Pipes). I should dislike it dreadfully, but if you 
wish it — (Moves toward the tree, enters.) I have thought of making you 
happier, and I have waited about your cottage many days for your mother; 
but she does not come out, and a dryad cannot enter a house. If you can 
get her to come out, I can make her younger any time without going into the 
tree. (The echo-dwarf grows so anxious that he moves into sight. The 
dryad sees him.) Did you think of this plan of shutting me up yourself? 

Old Pipes (hesitating). No, no; a little dwarf, whom I met, proposed it 
to me. 

Dryad. Oh, I see through it all. It is the scheme of that miserable echo- 
dwarf, your enemy and mine. Where is he? (Dwarf hides. Pipes looks 
about.) There he is. (Pipes sees him. The dwarf tries to escape, but the 
dryad catches him, and drags him to the tree.) We will put him in here. 
(Old Pipes helps to thrust him in.) Now we will shut him up, and I shall be 
safe from his mischief for the rest of the time that I am free. (Shuts the 
door. There is a clicking sound of bark and root as the tree closes.) There, 
no more need to be afraid of him. 

Old Pipes. Oh, my pipes ! The rascal has stolen them ! (Both search all 
about, and at last discover them under a rock. Old Pipes busies himself 
repairing them. Dryad helps. Pipes blows on them, making no noise.) 

Dryad. Now, will you not ask your mother to come out and meet me? 

Old Pipes. Oh, it's no use. We must find some other way. She does 
not believe in dryads. She has forbidden me even to speak the name to her 
again. She says that I have been bewitched by a sorceress. (Exeunt 
together.) 

Enter children, girl and small boy racing after the larger boy. He drops, 
breathless, under the oak tree. 

Large boy. Ha ! ha ! you did not catch me, after all ! (A knocking is 
heard. All listen. Again the knocking is heard, also a voice, pleading.) 

Voice. Let me out! Let me out! (All start up.) 
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Large boy. Oh, this is a dryad tree, like the one Old Pipes found. Let's 
let her out. {Hunts for the key.) 

Girl {pulling him away from the tree). No, no; what are you thinking 
about? I am the oldest here, and I am only thirteen. Do you want us all to 
be turned into crawling babies again? 

Large boy. I want to see her! I want to see her! 

Small boy {tugging at large one). No, no; every kiss from a dryad 
makes one ten years younger, and I am only nine. Where would I be? 
{Both pull at large boy.) 

Girl. Are you crazy? Run! run! run! {All run as fast as their legs 
can carry them.) 

Enter mother. 

Mother. Alas ! alas ! the time has come when I am too old to work. I 
have grown utterly useless. Someone else will have to cook and sew for my 
son. I wonder where he is. {Looks for him, but sinks exhausted into the 
chair, and soon falls asleep. The dryad enters, steps up lightly, and kisses 
the mother on both cheeks.) 

Dryad. Now Old pipes has his wish, and he will be happy. {Disap- 
pears.) 

Mother {waking, yawns, stretches herself). My, how a little sleep does 
refresh one ! It is astonishing how well I feel ! {Moves about quite easily, 
and, finding that she can walk without her cane, drops it, and turns quickly 
toward the cottage.) I must hurry; my son will be here in a few minutes, 
and his supper must be ready. I do feel so well. {Exit.) 

Enter Old Pipes with his pipes. 

Old Pipes. This is the last time that I shall call the cattle down this 
year; the nights are growing colder, the mountains are bare, and the winter 
will soon be here. {Sits and begins to play. Echo is heard from the tree.) 

Enter mother. She brings forward the little table, and sets the supper on ; 
then seats herself beside Old Pipes, and, with a smile, watches the cattle 
coming down. Both begin to eat. 

Enter dryad. 

Dryad {shivering). The night winds chill me. How happy they look 
there together; but I do not believe it will hurt them to be a little younger. 
{Steps up lightly and kisses each of them once. The mother kisses her son. 
Dryad shivers again.) I must get back into my comfortable home in the oak. 
{Goes to the tree, turns the key and calls to the dwarf.) Come out. Winter 
is coming. I want the shelter of the tree myself. The cattle have come down 
for the last time this year, the pipes will sound no more, and you can go to 
your rocks and have a holiday until next spring. {Echo-Dwarf skips out, 
and runs away among the rocks.) Now he can break the key, it does not 
matter. Another will grow out :'n the spring, and I know that, when the 
warm days are here next year, the piper will come and let me out. {Shivers 
again, wraps her robe about her, enters the tree, and pulls the door after her.) 



